middle of it all, so remote from all such things, so un-
suitable in my present condition to be the centre-point
of an affair of honour ! Finally, the duel took place, and
the two of them came back with sewn-up heads. After
that it was not very comfortable at our bench. And
finally I was summoned to the presence of the Geheimrat.
I felt very sick, my heart seemed to be everywhere except
in its right place. At first he growled at me, and then he
gave me to understand that I should " not come back to
the laboratory until the whole rotten business was over."
He used the actual expression " rotten business " without
any intention of hurting my feelings, I think. Well,
what I feared had happened. I do not know where I got
the courage from, but I began to talk and told him all
about my position and experiences. At first I stood in
front of htm with shaking knees, and then the Geheimrat
brought me a stool and sat down beside me, and when I
had finished talking, he would not look at me, but looked
into the eyepiece of his colorimeter and simply said:
" For heaven's sake, carry on with your work as long as
you can. You shall not have anything more to put up
with. 1*11 look after you." Next day, during the inspec-
tion, they all stopped working at the other tables,
listening for what might fee coming next, and for a few
minutes I felt pretty queer. I saw their faces through a mist
like caricatures and the whole involved mixture of tubes
and pipes and gksses and a thousand things grew quite
strange and uncanny. And then the Geheimrat said aloud
—pointing at me with his crooked finger—" Up to now
I have never given a da.rnn for women's work. Hm.
But your work, that's getting on. Hm. My congratula-
tions, Frau Willfuer!"
Yes* And since then things have been all right in the
laboratory and I am treated like a human being. The
life is all right. I have a nice warm stove-pipe which goes
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